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Tricks 


Carefully the pencil curved around his eye socket. He was going as the devil, but a hot handsome devil. He had 
managed to glue the paper mache horns to his head though he knew he'd probably rip out chunks of hair. He 
didn't mind; anything for a good Halloween costume is worth the pain. After almost three hours in front of the 
mirror with the crappy basement light bulb as the only source of light he had finished the shading and detail 
He looked like a real devil.. If the real devil was a I] year old boy who liked to cut his hair into a floppy spike 
down his face. However, for this he pinned that up with his mother's bobby pins. He looked quite suave. Except 
the red skin and horns, he'd look like a little business man. He wore a red tie with a black suit shirt and black 


slacks. Why bea silly devil when you could bea sexy devil? 


He pricked his ears as the doorbell rang. He could tell from the mumbles it was Eerie. He puffed out his chest 
to the mirror, in an attempt to scare his reflection (he failed) and he trotted up the basement steps. 

" Eerie! You look awesome!" Glenn chirped as he saw his friend in full view. Eerie Von stood there in a 
Vampire's attire. Not the boring old cape and terrible white face paint, oh no, what do you take these boys 
for? Scrubs? He had an old, torn leather jacket on with torn black jeans. Fake blood seeped and stained the 


jeans and jacket. His face was a perfect shade of ' I'ma bite yo neck’ white, with no clumps or lumps of old 


paint crust. He had outlined his lips with bright red lipstick but not his actual lips. They were covered in the 
fake blood, dripping down his chin 

" Thanks! You look fucking awesome too," Eerie noticed Glenn's mother's glare. " | mean Frigging awesome." 
The two laughed and left the house. They began down the street. 

" Dude why aren't we trick'o'treating these houses?" Eerie watched each Halloween decorated house pass by. 
" Because | know these people, and because we're not going trick or treating.” Glenn explained. Eerie stopped and 
stared at the back of his friends head. 

" Then why'd we get all dressed up?" Eerie smirked. 

" Cos' we're going to ‘trick’ the shit out of Jerry and his idiot friends." Glenn growled. Eerie moaned, 

" Oh man why we gotta do this every year? They always fall for it, it's more boring every year." 

The devil glared at his vamp friend. The vamp couldn't hold his glare back and let the devil win. 


They came to the end of the road and saw a few boys Eerie knew from his high school. He knew their first 
names and was sure one of them was from Denmark or somewhere like that. The blond was dressed up as a 
Lion, his hair perfect for the mane. That was James - Eerie was sure about that - and the short one was 
Lars, the foreign one, who was dressed up as some kind of Ghoul. The two others, Eerie wasn't sure on names 
but they were something like Kirk and Cliff were simple werewolf-type things. The two walked up to the kids 
who quickly turned their attention to the detail of the two's costumes. 

" Wow man, you guys look cool! Hey.. Aren't you Eric Stellmann?" James knuckle touched Eerie. 

" Yeah, you can call me Eerie. This is Glenn" Eerie pointed to the grumpy devil. 

" You're make-up kicks ass man" Lars smiled. Glenn didn't smile back, but let a weird eye twitch do his talking. 
" You guys haven't seen Jerry Caiafa have youse?" Eerie asked in a friendly tone. 

"Mmm no sorry." Kirk answered for his friends. Glenn rolled his eyes and began down the road to the left of 
them. Eerie thanked the boys and jogged to be with Glenn. 

" Dude why'd you have to be rude." Eerie mumbled. 

"| wasn't, | just don't know them kids.” Glenn kept his fast pace up which Eerie struggled to follow. 


Glenn didn't realise just how long this back street was, but it only seemed to phase Eerie. As they walked past 
two dumpsters, Glenn felt a small rock hit the back of his head. 

" Who the FUCK threw that?" Glenn roared as he spun around. There he saw two long haired boys, giggling in 
the darkness near the dumpster. One confidentially walked out into the lamplight face to face with the angry 
devil, 

" Sorry man, | was aiming for your friend" The ginger boy chuckled. Glenn didn't join in with the laughter. 
Ginger boy slowly stopped laughing as he came to terms with how angry the devil seemed. 

"I-lm sorry." Ginger choked. 

"Hey, aren't you that Dave guy? The one that always argues with Hetfield?" Eerie buttered in. Ginger - now 
called Dave apparently - widened his eyes as he recognised Eerie's face. 

" Wh-what that loser? NO!" Dave screamed. Glenn snickered at the now cranky redhead. His friend giggled too, 
but stopped when Dave gave his a death stare. 

" Come on David we're out of here." Dave stomped off. 

" But Dave what about-" David was interrupted, 

" | DON'T CARE ABOUT THE FUCKING CANDY." Dave yelled as David waddled along like a puppy. Glenn gave Eerie 
a ‘what the actual fuck’ look. 


" Yeah. He's sorta weird, nice guy when he wants to be." Eerie acknowledged. They carried on down the 
backstreet when they came to an open road with only a few grocery stores and a petrol station There was a 
pick-up truck at the station, parked up, with 4 men in the back obviously drinking. Glenn was sure he knew 
them so the two ran across the road to be smacked with the smell of Whiskey and beer. 

" Phil? Phil Anselmo?" Glenn said, as the four teens saw the two monsters. 

" Glenn! Long time no see. Thought you moved up to NYC." his rough southern accent stunk of Louisiana. 

" HEEyyyyyY GLENN!" The super hairy boy with a pink-dyed beard jumped off the truck and hugged the devil. 
" Dimebag, nice to see you're drunk as usual." Glenn held his breath from the smell. Dimebag's brother Vinnie 
sat with their pal Rex, happily drinking, barely noticing the two creatures of the night. 

" Look you guys haven't seen-" Glenn was stopped by a hand covering his devil mouth. 

" HEYYYYY GUYS!" The voice was familiar, but Glenn had to turn to know who is was. It was Tom, and his 
friends Jeff, Kerry and Dave, who was in Kerry's headlock. They were all dressed as zombies. When | say 
zombies, | just mean they smeared fake blood on themselves and got it on their clothes. 

" Pass some beers guys." Tom and Jeff said in unison. Dimebag threw the beers, hitting Tom in the stomach 
and Jeff in the head. They all laughed and jumped onto the truck. Glenn and Eerie gave up on asking them if 


they had saw Jerry and carried on down the road. 


They decided to pass through a park. There was a lot of kids there, not older than IO probably, but Glenn was 
determined to find Jerry so he just ignored them. They had a thought that he may be off somewhere with his 
brother Doyle and their new friends, but he couldn't think where. Eerie trailed along as Glenn thought quietly. 
He looked around at the trees and the little kids dressed up as witches and shit when he turned and saw two 
eyes staring at his through the leaves. He screamed and fell to the ground as the eyes burst into a deep, 
ominous laughter. Out from the vines came the giant that helped Eerie back to his feet. 

" Peter.. Holy shit you near gave me a heart attack." Eerie panted, holding his chest. Glenn had walked back by 
now and happily shook Peter's hand and complimented him on the scare. From the same bushes came Josh 
with his usual end-of-the-world depressed look, and Johnny and Kenny who were sharing a bottle of red wine. 
" Jerry hasn't passed here has he?" Glenn felt his horns to make sure they were still attached. 

" Nope. Only kids and we scared them off." Johnny answered before Peter could even think. The two were not 
depressing or self-loathing enough to spend any more time with the four so they went out the park and 
thought about where Jerry would be. 


As they thought they turned a corner. Eerie was deep in thought, so much so he barely realised Glenn had 
pulled him down and put his hand over his mouth. 

" Mmm Hm mMM!" Eerie mumbled. 

" Shut up! There they are." Glenn pointed to Jerry - dressed up as a werewolf - was sitting on a house's 
garden wall with Doyle, wearing only his normal face paint, and their two friends, Michale and ‘Chud'. Glenn gave 
Eerie a terrifyingly manic grin and whispered into his ear. He came up with a plan, he would walk up the the 
group and be all nice and friendly, ask to talk to Jerry in private over ‘Making Up' and then beat him up. 
Simple, yet effective. 

" Christ Glenn you're getting masochistic." Eerie murmured. Glenn smiled and got to his feet. He swaggered up 
to Jerry and the others (to Eerie's entertainment) and stopped and smiled at his old friend. 

" Glenn.. What are you doing here?" Jerry questioned. 

"| was wondering, our silly ‘feud has gone on long enough," Glenn began, his charisma like a high powered 


lawyer." And | think we should get over it. But can we talk in private. It ain't got anything to do with these 
guys, there's no need to involve them." 

Jerry looked at his brother, who shrugged and nodded. 

" Alright! I'm real happy bout this Glenn" Jerry grinned. Him and Glenn walked around a corner a bit further 
than expected from Jerry's friends. Before Jerry could question it, he was punched square in his face. 

" Wow, shit! Jerry cried as he fell to the ground 

" Stupid little bitch. You actually thought this was real?" Glenn laughed manically. He kicked Jerry in the 
stomach and laughed again. Jerry winced but attempted to get back up. However, just as he did, Glenn kicked 
again and got his head. This would have been painful as a normal kick to the head, but his head smashed back 
into the brick wall behind him. His eyes closed instantly and the alleyway was dead silent. Glenn stopped laughing 
immediately. He got down and checked Jerry out. He wasn't breathing, nor was there a pulse. Glenn realised 


what he had done. 


Now any other person would probably cry and call the police, but Glenn didn't want to spend the rest of his 
life as some big scary guy's bitch in prison. He was tough, but he doubted his asshole was THAT tough. So like 
any sane person, he carried him around the backwards corner and found Eerie, hoping not to be noticed by 
Doyle and the others. 

" Dude what's up with him?" Eerie lifted Jerry's limp head up. 

Glenn gave Eerie a stare he had never experienced before. It was a mixture of hate and empathy. As Jerry's 
head flopped back down Eerie covered his mouth and gasped. Glenn nodded, knowing his friend now understood. 
Eerie took Jerry's left shoulder and the two carried him as if he was blind drunk. 

" What the fuck are we going to do Glenn? Y-You're a murderer-" 

" Quiet!" Glenn whisper-growled. Glenn didn't know what he was going to do. He couldn't just give him to Doyle 
and say ‘Hey he lost like the lil bitch he is' and he couldn't just dump him somewhere. 


Or could he? 


Treats 


Eerie's make-up ran down his face infused with his tears. He sulked and tried to stay as quiet as possible, as 
he carried Jerry's dead body on his right shoulder. 

" Keep up Eerie." Glenn huffed, on the left side of the dead Jerry. 

" Where a-are we g-going with him?!" He sobbed. " | don't wanna go to prison Glenn!" He cried like a child 
getting an apple in his treat or treat bag. Glenn ignored him and they carried on down the street. They passed 
a few kids who didn't seem to noticed that the two were carrying a corpse. Its Halloween, it's expected. They 
managed to get far into the park and dropped him to the floor. 

" We can bury him here," Glenn panted." No one will know, we'll do it in the forest-y bit." 

" What about Doyle! What about his MOTHER?" Eerie pleaded. Glenn sighed and looked around the park 


All the children had left now and it clicked that they had nothing to actually dig a hole with. 

" Do you think Peter's still around?" 

" Why?" Eerie whimpered. 

" Wondering if he had a shovel.” Glenn began along the trees and peaked through. He couldn't see any tall goths, 
then again it was so dark he would barely see anything. he went in a bit deeper, having to push past many 
branches. He felt a hand grip his shoulder and tried not to scream. 

" Peter!" Glenn grinned at the drunken tree-man. 

" Glun” Peter's voice made no sense, but he stunk of cheap red wine, the only explanation ‘Glun’ needed. 

" You haven't got a shovel have you?" Glenn asked in the most friendly tone he possessed. 

Peter swayed his head to the left and pointed at his shovel. 

‘What a lucky coincidence’ Glenn thought, as he thanked Peter and grabbed the shovel. 


" Alright, we're do you think would be best?" Glenn looked up at Eerie, who was marching away. 

" Hey! Where'd you think you're going? You're in on this tool" Glenn tried to quietly call him over. Eerie spun 
around, face covered in teary face-paint, 

" Nol You did this.. | can't believe you did it! And I'm not going to be your accomplice." He began to storm off 
again. 

" If the police find him your DNA is on his shoulder." Glenn said calmly. Eerie stopped, let out a defeated moan 
and walked back over to Glenn and the body. He got on his knees and began to pull earth up as Glenn dug in 
with the shovel. They were getting nowhere quickly and this angered Glenn. To show his angry, he kicked 
Jerry's body. It didn't do anything; he did feel better though. 

‘ How did this weak fucker die from one little bash to the head?! Glenn moaned in his mind. 

" OK we're going to have to dump him somewhere..” Glenn huffed as he sat beside the fresh cadaver. Eerie 
began to sulk again. 

" No matter where we put him, they'll know it's us!" He whined. Glenn rolled his eyes and began to drag Jerry 
over the grass. Eerie helped him to hold him by the shoulders and the two left the park thinking about where 
to hide/bury him. 


They came down a familiar street to realise it was where Phil and his friends were drinking with them other 


boys Glenn knew. Glenn came up with an insane, in the moment idea that would only work if it went to his 


mental plan. 

" Eerie listen, You're gonna distract them guys and I'll push Jerry under the pick-up truck," 

Eerie nodded along. 

" Then I'll somehow snip the gas tank and light it up. ItIl explode and it will just look like that old piece of junk 
had engine failure. Look, the guys are smoking, they'll put it to the ash falling into the diesel.” 

Eerie inhaled deeply, 

" At this point, I'll do anything.” 

Glenn and him scuttled over to the petrol station and around the back of the pick-up truck. Eerie walked 
around the car to a loud cheer from the drunkards. Glenn rolled Jerry's body under the truck and got out his 
house keys from his trousers pocket. He scraped at the tank and it cracked, dripping fuel straight onto Jerry's 
face. He crawled back out and looked over the car. Eerie had walked all the boys away from the petrol station 
by a good 10-20 metres. They'd be pretty safe there, as long as the station doesn’t burst into flames as well 
Glenn ran to the truck's back and looked through Phil's bag and found a cigarette and lighter. He lit it and 
threw it under the car. He sprinted away from the car to the group of boys and stood behind them, waiting 
for the impending boom. 

" Heyyyyyy maan! How're you-" Phil's drunken voice was interrupted by the incredibly boisterous explosion. All 
the boys ran away as the fire grew around the petrol pumps and engulfed them, causing more explosions. 

" My dad's gonna kill me! That was his truck!" Vinnie screamed as they all hid for safety. Glenn and Eerie were 
silent - their faces showing remorse and fear, the same as the rest of the boys - and after they had 
stopped running, said their goodbyes to the others. 


The night hit midnight and it went ominously cold very quickly. The two teens were silent as they were before. 
THe only noise was Eerie quietly sniffling away his tears. They came to the road where Eerie lived. He turned 
to Glenn and gulped, and walked down the dark street. Glenn carried on to his home where his mother was 
standing in the doorway. 

" Glenn!" His mother squealed." What time do you call this?" Glenn locked the gate behind him and looked up to 
his mother, and grinned. 

" Mother... Can | go out and kill tonight?" His voice was emotionless. 

" Stop messing about and go to bed" His mother shook her head, and let him past. 


~~End 


